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from Browning's own mind, and gave his own
final judgment on many things. But nearly
always he evades giving a direct statement by
what he called his dramatic method. It is
hard to know when he is speaking or when it
is only one of his dramatis personae. An ac-
quaintance of mine said once to him, "Mr.
Browning, you are a mystic." 4'Yes," he
answered, "but how did you find it out?"

To Browning thought was mainly interest-
ing as an expression of life. In life in all its
phases he seems to have had the most absorb-
ing interest; no man of our day has perhaps
approached him there. In a thinker like Her-
bert Spencer one finds, I imagine, Browning's
opposite. Spencer probably cares little for
life, except as an expression of thought. He
lives in boarding houses surrounded by end-
less clatter and chatter, but has proved him-
self equal to the occasion. He has had two
buttons, or things like buttons, designed by
an artist and made exactly to fit his ears.
When the clatter and chatter grows too great,
he simply thrusts in the buttons and is at once
deaf as a post. Eager lion hunters may gather
round in vain; he smiles and says, "Yes, yes,"
but all the time his mind is far off, think-
ing those abstract generalizations of his. To
Robert Browning the world was simply a